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In the Eye of Providence 


I know 

the 
misconceptions 
can be 


charming 


when 
time and 
beauty is 
on your 


side 


the exploding 
supemovas 
and 

the 

planets 


lining up 


seem to 


make sense 
so you 
let it 


slide 


but don’t 
you ever 
trust 


the living 


there’s no 
reason to 
let anyone 


inside 


keep that 
inner voice 
at bay 


it’s something 


the sun cannot 
reach 

and it 

won’t be 
washed 

away 


by the tide 


It’s all the 
things you 
can’t 


remember 


(and the 
things you 


can’t forget) 


it’s all 
the pieces 


left behind 


(don’t show 
a sign of 


regret) 


this is 
all 
and this is 


nothing 


(this is 
all you’ ll 


ever get) 


this is where 
the pyramid 


meets 


the Eye 


If there’s 
a whip 
there’s 


a way 


there’s never 
gonna be 


another 


the Cassandras 
and the 

drama queens 
are filling 


up the halls 


so it 
won’t matter 
one way 


or the other 


It’s all the 
things you 
can’t 


remember 


(and the 


things you 


can’t forget) 


it’s all 


the pieces 


left behind 


(don’t show 
a sign of 


regret) 


this is 
all 
and this is 


nothing 


(this is 
all you’ ll 


ever get) 


this is where 
the pyramid 
meets 


the Eye 


It’s always 
time to 


die a death 


in any way 
you may 


see fit 


and if I 
believed 
IThada 


soul 


in my 
confusion 


of it all 


I 

wouldn’t 
hesitate 

to turn around 


and sell it 


It’s all the 
things you 
can’t 


remember 


(and the 
things you 


can’t forget) 


it’s all 
the pieces 


left behind 


(don’t show 
a sign of 


regret) 


this is 
all 
and this is 


nothing 


(this is 
all you’ ll 


ever get) 


this is where 
the pyramid 


meets 


the Eye 


A most 
untimely 


demise 


wouldn’t 
have made 
much of a 


difference 


in the 
moments 
before impact 
there’s no 


room fora 


second guess 


when a 
Shakespearian 
ending is 

your 


preference 


It’s all the 
things you 
can’t 


remember 


(and the 
things you 


can’t forget) 


it’s all 
the pieces 


left behind 


(don’t show 
a sign of 


regret) 


this is 
all 
and this is 


nothing 


(this is 
all you’ ll 


ever get) 


this is where 


the pyramid 


meets 


the Eye 


Poor Little Rich Girl 


Now you’ve 
lost it 

all 

SO 

what’s the 


upside? 


Always three 


sheets to 


the wind 


can’t be 


bothered 


with the 
concept 


of tomorrow 


your addiction’s 
feeding 
off that 


seed of sorrow 


living the 
legend of 


the lost girl 


always on 
about your 
daydreams 
and the 

art of 


being free 


now watch 
your palace 


crumble 


back into 


the sea 


Poor little 
rich girl 


and all the 


forbidden 


fruits you tasted 


now everything 


is gone 


and wasted 


and it 

seems to me 

that your 

time is up 

perhaps you 

should have chosen 


another way? 


But I cannot 
be the judge 


if you wish 


to burn out 
or simply 


fade away 


It’s such 


a paradox 


but you’re 
living through 


it 


see the 
seasons 
change from 
your view 
in fool’s 


paradise 


it takes 
money to 
make money 


anyway 


you should 
have known 
that love 
never 
worked 


that way 


You poor little 


rich girl 


and all the 
forbidden 


fruits you tasted 


now everything 


is gone 


and wasted 


and it 

seems to me 

that your 

time is up 

perhaps you 

should have chosen 


another way? 


But I cannot 


be the judge 


if you wish 
to burn out 
or simply 


fade away 


Now I’m 
loosing you 
and I should 
have seen 


it coming 


you’re dead 
in the 


water 


but you’re 


still humming 


would have 
loved to seen 
you blossom 
under a 


different sun 


but your 
time is up 
and your 
race is 


almost run 


Poor little 
rich girl 
and all the 


forbidden 


fruits you tasted 


now everything 


is gone 


and wasted 


and it 

seems to me 

that your 

time is up 

perhaps you 

should have chosen 


another way? 


But I cannot 
be the judge 
if you wish 


to burn out 


or simply 


fade away 


fade away 


fade away 


Far From Tellus 


We’re 
travelling on 


a ray of sun 


the 
panorama 
of the 
Milky Way 


looks fine 


we’re 
travelling on 


a ray of sun 


with the 
space ways 
to infinity 


so divine 


The laws 


of gravity 


cannot 
touch us 


anymore 


we are 
finally 
on our 


own 


never felt 


like this 


before 


we’re 


drifting away 


far from Tellus 


The 
13th planet’s 


flashing by 


we’re 
swimming 
in asea 


of light 


the 13th 
planet in 
four dimensions 


flashing by 


as we 
embrace 
the eternal 


night 


The claws 
of gravity 
cannot 
touch us 


anymore 


we are 
finally 
on our 


own 


never felt 
like this 


before 


we're 


drifting away 


far from Tellus 


Untitled 


Greed 

got a sister 

named desire 

and second 

cousin called deceit 
they re merciless 
and mean 

like death 


like fire 


one kiss will 
knock you 


off your feet 


and it’s 

a long way 
down that 
lonesome 
winding road 
were no serenity 


can be found 


I used to hope 
for a sunny day 
but I’ve must 
have lost 
somethings 
along the way 
‘cause al my 


hopes and dreams 


seem SO 
ripped and thorn 

this ain't a 

song about 
contemplation 

it’s just a 

bad day’s procreation 
and I can't 
remember 

even 


asking to be born 


Life is 

such a bitch 
like you 
don't know it 
and death 

is just a spark 


in someone 


else’s eye 

all we ever 
learn in life 
comes down 
to a big 

pile of bullshit 
and the truth 
will descend 
upon us on 


the day we die 


it must 

be painful 

to be counting 
every hour 

sit and watch 
your moment pass 


fading like a flower 


and it’s 

a long way 
down that 
lonesome 
winding road 
were no serenity 


can be found 


I used to hope 

for a sunny day 
but I’ve must 
have lost 
somethings 

along the way 
“cause al my 
hopes and dreams 
seem SO 

ripped and thorn 


this ain ta 


song about 
contemplation 

it’s just a 

bad day’s procreation 
and I can't 
remember 

even 


asking to be born 


To a Pornstar 


Tell me 
all your 
secrets baby 
you’re such 


a creature 


of the night 


in-a-gadda-da-vida 
honey 

it’s either 

shadows 


or light 


you’re turning 
love into lust 
you’re turning 
vine into piss 
mind over 
matter 

let’s escape 
from all 


of this 


you know 


it’s such 


a long 


way down 


Do you 
believe 
a heart 
should be 


broken? 


Certain words 
are better 


left unspoken 


Is A2M as 
wicked as 


it Seems? 


Drain your 


fucking lizard 


and feed 
me on your 


broken dreams 


I have no 
problem with 


your past baby 


it’s such 


a Sweet excess 


and now 
I have my 
own copy 


on VHS 


covering your 


ass must 

be real hard 
when your ass 
is available 


by credit card 


you know 
it’s sucha 
long way 


down 


Do you 
believe 
a heart 
should be 


broken? 


Certain words 


are better 


left unspoken 


Is A2M as 
wicked as 


it seems? 


Drain your 
fucking lizard 
and feed 

me on your 


broken dreams 


feed me 
on your 


broken dreams 


Repainting the Stars 


Shrouded in 
mystery and 
forgotten in 


time 


you can look 
but you 


cannot judge 


late at night 
when the 
demons come 
I won’t pass 
you by or 


hold a grudge 


so close 

yet 

out of reach 
from what 
powers that 


may be 


leave now 
before I 


change my mind 


or my mind 


changes me 


In the 
shallowness 


ofa 


midsummer night 
when that 
painted smile 


becomes you 


and the 
certainties found 
in days 

gone by 

just seem so 
misguided and 


untrue 


under a 
withering moon 
as you 


travel alone 


where a fog 


is surrounding 


it all 


where the 
past is written 


in stone 


I dream 

of the oceans 
and 

the mountains 


on Mars 


screwing 
the silence 
with 

steel string 


guitars 


I’m 
building 


a forest 


and 
repainting 


the stars 


All that 
was gold 
is NOW 


rusted 


like the 
poetry 
of a suicide’s 


pain 


In that 
blinding 
beam 

of loneliness 
all my wrongs 
seem right 


as rain 


still serious 
as Cancer 
when compassion 


lights the way 


still a 
promise 
ain’t worth 
the blood 


it’s written in 


still 

Pil 

wait 
forever and 


a day 


I dream 

of the oceans 
and 

the mountains 


on Mars 


screwing 
the silence 
with 

steel string 


guitars 


I’m 
building 


a forest 


and 
repainting 


the stars 


In the 
flash of 

a synapse 
I’m 


human again 


grabbing 
the world 


by the tail 


escaping the 
arms 

of Venus de Milo 
leaving her 
speechless 


and pale 


same 


difference 


I 
no longer 
care what 


goes where 


if serenity 


is a destination 


then I’m 


already there 


I dream 

of the oceans 
and 

the mountains 


on Mars 


screwing 
the silence 
with 

steel string 


guitars 


I’m 
building 


a forest 


and 
repainting 


the stars 


Thanatos Descending 


The dream 


is dead 


the story 


is unparalleled 


turn around 
and lift your 


veil of helplessness 


beyond murder 
beyond reason 
beyond forever 


and a day 


beyond the 
soiled shapes 
of innocence 
among the 


1000 roses 


The birth 

of death 

the precision 

of the equinoxes 
the five star 


coma patients 


and the 


sceptics apocalypse 


living just 
to diea 


viral death 


envious of the 
ones who were 


never born 


I am through 
with the seven 
deadly sins 
now [’m 
down for 


seven more 


I am through 
with the seven 
deadly sins 
now [’m 
down for 


seven more 


twice born 


still the 


soul’s descending 


Orbiting 
dead planets 
somewhere in 


outer space 


my maternal 
ego’s feeding 


off itself 


superstring theory 
and the 


butterfly effect 


intestinal gardens 
and my 


pastoral fantasies 


I only 

lie in the 
dark when 
November 
comes along 
in the shape 


of angels 


there’s no 
sex in that 


violence 


the 
pathology 
of suicide 
still stands 
now that 
you’ve seen 


all my masks 


I’m double dipped 
in three dark 


shades 


of fuck 


three dark 


shades 


of fuck 


twice born 


still the 


soul’s descending 


twice born 


still the 


soul’s descending 


I will 


disappear 


then reappear 
in a scream 


of unconsciousness 


chloroform seduction 


won’t you great 


me with a BJ smile 


as I enter 
the doors 
of prescription 
in a haze 


of cocaine lies 


and horse 
tranquilizers 
with multiple 


stab wounds 


from 
Lady Genesis 
to the 


Book of Revelations 


way past 
the Redrum 
summer of 


1996 


Just keep 
your judgement 


for yourself 


and tell the 
world I’ve 


tried 


tell the 
world 


I’ve tried 


tell the 


world 


I’ve tried 


Twice born 


still the 


soul’s descending 


twice born 


and it’s 


never ending 


Unbecoming 


I grew up 

on the outside 
never bothered 
looking in 
followed 

a trail of 


broken hearts 


hoping 


for the win 


It’s the 
Sweetest 

of confusions 
some kinda 
velvet side 
of hell 

it’s the 
brightest of 
delusions and 
you know 
you just 


can’t tell 


I say good night 


and pick my poison 


feel the stars 
gazing back at me 
everything’s still 
too close behind 
too close for 


me to see 


And all these 
moments will 
be lost in time 
like tear drops 
in the rain 
one for every 
captured heart 
I ever 


cursed in vain 


All you 

spoon fed 

Casanovas 

with your perspectives 
and your skills 

all you 

wayward 
sons-a-bitches 

with your 

powder and 


your pills 


Watch me 

roam the edge 

of the stratosphere 
back to where 

the end began 


I’m guided 


by voices 
you’ ll never 
hear ina 
perfectly 


finished plan 


It’s the obscenity 
of nature 
like diamonds 


before swine 


Like fire is 
to water 
like water 
is to wine 


it’s the scent 


of a river that 


burns inside of me 


a river 
unafraid of 


becoming the sea 


I wrote 

poetry for my 
fingers and music 
for my eyes 

when those plunges 
into darkness 
became blessings 


in disguise 


I believe in 


transformation 
I believe my 
aim is true 
and I like to 
keep a secret 
of who I am 


and what I do 


I say good night 
and pick my poison 
feel the stars 
gazing back at me 
everything’s still 
too close behind 
too close for 


me to see 


And all these 
moments will 
be lost in time 
like tear drops 
in the rain 
one for every 
captured heart 
I ever 


cursed in vain 


Sometimes 
when I close 
my eyes 

the rest of 


you disappears 


it’s an ocean 
made to drown in 
it’s a suitcase 
full of fears 

it’s like a sordid 
conversation 

in aroom 
beyond 

time and place 
as distant as 
eternity and 
you don’t 

need to 


wear a face 


It’s the obscenity 


of nature 


like diamonds 


before swine 


Like fire is 
to water 

like water 

is to wine 

it’s the scent 
of a river that 


burns inside of me 


a river 
unafraid of 


becoming the sea 


Hey you 
yeah I 


recognize you 


I know that 

you’re not real 
and all the 

stuff of nightmares 
won’t change 


the way I feel 


still there 

will be music 
when those 
soft and tender 
voices dies 
still there 

will be poetry 
and blessings 


in disguise 


I say good night 


and pick my poison 
feel the stars 
gazing back at me 
everything’s still 
too close behind 
too close for 


me to see 


And all these 
moments will 
be lost in time 
like tear drops 
in the rain 
one for every 
captured heart 
I ever 


cursed in vain 


The days 

are all crowded 
with such 
uselessness 

The writings 

on the wall 

are not what 
they seem 
would you rather 
spend eternity 


in nothingness? 


Or forever in a dream? 


It’s the obscenity 
of nature 


like diamonds 


before swine 


Like fire is 
to water 

like water 

is to wine 

it’s the scent 
of a river that 


burns inside of me 


a river 


unafraid of 


becoming the sea 


The White Devil’s Life Song 


not a sound 

or a neon spark 
from the 
Palisades Park 


tonight 


600 

full moons 
ago this place 
in all it’s flair 


was outtasight 


now the rain 

comes down 

as if to make 

the scenery complete 
there's nothing 


more to ask 


there's no 
one else 


to meet 


celebrate 
the winter 
solstice in 
your time 
and on 


your way 


past the 
ragged clouds 
a carpet 
made of 


Stars will 


twinkle 


night and day 


I always 

kept my 

fingers crossed 
in the years 
we’ ve been apart 
600 full moons 
ago I remember 
loving her 


with all my heart 


now 

the rain 
comes down 
as if to make 


the pain complete 


there's nothing 
more to ask, 
there's no 


one else to meet 


celebrate 

the winter 
solstice 

in your time 
and on your way 
past the ragged 
clouds 

a Carpet 

made of 

stars will 
twinkle night 


and day 


Autumn Burial 


(instrumental) 


Unbroken 


In the valleys 


of the heart 


in a sense 

so far apart 
lacking both 
the conscience 


and the nerve 


Should have 
been easier 
this way 
could have 
been a 
simple thing 
to say 

to go against 
the masters 


that you serve 


As the 


circle appears 
unbroken 
tie your tongues 


“til after ve spoken 


as the 

circle appears 
unbroken 

tie your tongues 


‘til after ve spoken 


Hidden in 

the mountains 
of the mind 
yet not quite 
left behind 


the image 


of an angel 


chasing me 


If I could 

have raced 

you to the grave 
if I didn't 

find the 

time to cherish, 
save and to 


keep this memory 


As the circle 
once again 
appears unbroken 
tie your tongues 


‘til after ve spoken 


as the circle 

once again 
appears unbroken 
tie your tongues 


‘til after ve spoken 


A Plague of Locusts 


The spirit 
is willing 


but the flesh 


is weak 

from hallowed 
misconceptions 
of which we 


speak 


in ancient 
tongues 

in a mindless 
haze 

the familiar 
has parted and 
the unfamiliar 
has taken its 


place 


Iam 


the fire 


the blood 


and the cross 


an unseen 
hand in 
your time 
of salvation 


and loss 


and if your 
convictions 
seems fragile 


and vague 


I'll turn 


turn the 


tables 


and cast 


down 


the plague 


An evil 
sheppard 

lights the way 
for the 

stillborn shapes 
of sadness 


led astray 


the songs 

he sings 

and the picture 
which he 


paints 


he’s blinded 
deaf and 
drunk from 
the blood 

of the 


saints 


Iam 
the lamb 
the blood 


and the cross 


a golden 
twilight in a 
time of 
salvation 


and loss 


and if your 
convictions 
become fragile 


and vague 


Pll turn 
the blessings 


into curses 


and cast 
down 


the plague 


The burning 
of the 


midnight oil 


arch angels 
and mini gods 
roaming the 


pagan soil 


no immaculate 
conception 
no reasons 


why 


we are 
but fragile 
mortals 
who wither 


and die 


Iam 


the earth 
the wine 


and the cross 


the alpha 
and omega 
in your time 
of salvation 


and loss 


and if 
your convictions 
seems fragile 


and vague 


Ill split 
Hell 


wide open 


and cast 
down 


the plague 


The Ballad of GG Allin 


My mama 


was a bitch 


my daddy 


WadS d 


rolling stone 


I said 


my mama 
was a bitch 
my daddy 
was a 


rolling stone 


I’ve hada 
666 shooter 
pointed 


at my head 


from the 
day I could 
walk until 
the day 

I dropped 


dead 


My mama 


was a bitch 
my daddy 
was a 


rolling stone 


The only 
time to 

get respect 
is when 


you die 


shove your 
apartments 
and your 
income up 
your ass and 


count the 


reasons why 


(smells like a motherfucker) 


My sister 
was a cunt 
my brother 
was a 


son of a biiatch 


I said 
my sister 


was a Cunt 


my brother 


WdS d 


son of a biiatch 


I’ve hada 
666 shooter 
pointed 


at my head 


from the 
day I could 
walk until 
the day 

I dropped 


Dead 


my sister 
was a cunt 
my brother 
was a 


son of a biiatch 


The only 
time to 

get respect 
is when 


you die 


shove your 
apartments 
and your 
income up 
your ass and 
count the 


reasons why 


I couldn’t 


give two shits 


about you 
pissing 


on my grave 


I sold my 

soul to the 
Devil so 
there’s nothing 


left to save 


don’t be left 
with the 

wrong 
impressions 
“cause suicide’s 
the purest 

form of 


self-expression 


The only 
time to 

get respect 
is when 


you die 


(cock smokers 
smoke it like 


a motherfucker) 


shove your 
apartments 
and your 
income up 
your ass and 
count the 


reasons why 


(cock smokers 


smoke it like 


a motherfucker) 


fucking’ 
only 

time to 

get respect 
is when 


you die 


(cock smokers 
smoke it like 


a motherfucker) 


shove your 
pilates and 
your 
facebook 


up your dss 


and count the 


reasons why 


Love Song NYC 


The past 

is like an 
open book 
with pictures 


on every page 


and bookmarks 
made of memories 
from when 

you tried to 


come of age 


the beauty 
in those 


tiny things 


the moments that 


wouldn’t last 


when you were 
stuck between the 


future and the past 


Have you 
ever seen the 
sun go down 
over the 
Garden State 
in June 


after stepping 


off a ride on 


a downtown train? 


Have you 

ever kissed a 
Brooklyn girl 

in the spring 

time of her prime 
near 

Madison Square Park 


just before the rain? 


I could have 
counted all 
the years gone 
by 

but if I close 
my eyes it 


still feels like 


yesterday 


I’m someone 
else now 
and until we 


meet again 


I'll keep you 
in my heart 
when I’m 


on my way 


Have adventures 
and see 

the world 

in the now 

is where you 


should be 


at a time 

of youth 

and innocence 
before you 


learn to see 


certain people 
are going 
nowhere 

and the bell 
sure may toll 


for some 


still there’s 
no darkness 
that the light 


can’t overcome 


All those 
changes and 
impressions 
comes together 


in a twirl 


from way back 
when I thought 
I was the 
center 


of the world 


Have you 
ever seen the 
sun go down 


over 


the Garden State 
in June 

after stepping 
off a ride on 


a downtown train? 


Have you 

ever kissed a 
Brooklyn girl 

in the spring 

time of her prime 
near 

Madison Square Park 


just before the rain? 


I could have 
counted all 


the years gone 


by 


but if I close 
my eyes it 
still feels like 


yesterday 


I’m someone 
else now 
and until we 


meet again 


Ill keep you 


in my heart 


when I’m 


on my way 


Pine Barrens 


In a pile 

of broken 
yesterdays 
on the 
silver wings 
of someone 


else's dream 


Through 

the punctured veins 
the black-eyed stares 
the binary 

coded 


secrets of 


the heart 


blinded 
by the colors 
and a beauty 


of worlds apart 


The imprisonment 
of honesty 

and the 

fantasies of 
women 


in disguise 


By the 
hand of fate 
and the 


foot of pride 


collective 
memories 
of heartaches 


love and grief 


silenced 
by an echo 
in this 


moment of relief 


Down 

the hallways 
of the always 
in the 
technicolored 
libraries 


filled with tears 


the starfuckers 
are almost there 
through 

the rituals 

of lust 

and vanity 
swinging 

in the silence 
of their 


velvet-rope-mentality 


Frozen 
in space 
and time 
confused 
and 


loss for words 


buried deep 

in 

sketches drawn 
of 

wild flowers 
magnolia trees 


and birds 


The 

ghosts of 
Cleveland Avenue 
Sweeping 

gently through 
the doorways 


of my mind 


Past the 


garden gates 


and 

swimming pools 
the empires 

of patios 

and lawns 

poetry and motion 
as another 


morning dawns 


The boredom 
of sanity 
surrounded 

by emptiness 
inconsistencies 
of friends 

at large 

in oddly 


shaped distress 


From a 
bittersweet 
experience 
and running 
out of breath 
the bullshit 
and 

the doubletalk 
when 
life-expectancies 
are eclipsed 


by death 


The 
monuments 


of 


wasted years 


sculptures 
carved in 
processed 


wood and stone 


Remains 
unseen 

by the 
mind’s eye 
kept in secret 
by 

infinities divine 
guarded by 
the lovely 
lost souls 

at the end 

of day’s 


decline 


The 

chimes of songs 
I never wrote 
still pounding 


in my head 


power chords 
and 
unfinished 
rhymes 

I somehow 


left for dead 


like children 
unwilling 
to be born 


into lives 


they 

never craved 
stripped 

of insecurities 
and 

brought down 
by the ugly 


and depraved 


When 
time is up 
I'll dig you 


a 


shallow grave 
so you can 


feel the rain 


and cast 

my shadow 
along 

the palisades 
beyond the 
endless row 
of bicycles 


and cars 


ona grain 
of sand 
revolving 
among 
galaxies 


and stars 


I'll be 

on the path 
accordingly 
and step lightly 


on my way 


to a totally 
different tune 
somehow 

I thought 

I'd never 

see the day 
when chainsaws 
emulates violins 
and theft 


is no disgrace 


Ill turn 


the page 
and 


pack my bags 


then leave 


without a trace 


